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ZIEBER & CO. are constantly receiving the. greatest variety of publications, and are prepared to e xecute all orders for American and Fore; gn 
Newspapers and Periodicals, and all New and Cheap Bocks, on the most reasonable terms. ‘They respectfully invite all persons visiting the city, and 
others, to call and examine their extensive collection, where they will be sure to find all the latest issues published in this ¢ ty or elsewhere ; their arrange- 
in Boston, New York, Baltimore, &c.. giving them a decided advantage over other houses in the early receipt of New Works. 


ments with publishers 
(C7? AGENTS AND DEALERS Supt plied on the most liberal terms, and all orders prompt y attended to. Particular attention pt uid to the country trade 





THE HORSE- KEEPER'S GUIDE, tioecee ng Sta aie - | LIPPARD'S TH E DOU BLE PICTO RIAL 
Management, the eatment of Disease orses, 
plain and pract Be ge or tions in the ¢ noe e, pur- | WASHINGTON Semi-Annual Saturday Courier, 


chase, and management of Horses, with dire ctions | 


ow to ascertain the good qualities, and detect the | y H : ._nN HR , \ PRICE 12} CENTS 

ets ot Gig, Cart, a. Saddle Horses By James A N D Hi I SG K N BE RA L S, This is the largest and most beautiful illustrated 
Mills. M. V. C.S., with engravings. Price, 25 cts. | OR LEGENDS OF THE REVOLUTION. | paper published in America. It is isened on the 
Postage, 3) cents. oe ae : _ {| Ist of January and Ist of July. The Janue ry num- 

XPLOITS OF THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON, | Handsomely bound, $1:50; or $1, in paper covers. | jor is devoted principally to illustrating the yestin 
LIFE AND EXPL S$ le This work has create - an excitement almost] ties and events pee uliar to the termination of the 
embracing “ one War the who Abia litary ¢ wa er | without a parallel, and received not only the warm | old year and the commencement of the new; and 
ot th _ lilus r _ . ' oe, ne a grag atis “© | encomiums of eritics oo the enthusiastic commen- | the July number illustrates the most glorious eras 
enery redkey bapa: yoni as. er harp llnecn  0 dations of the press reer bent the Union. en and most brilliant events in our national history 
sontest. Miustrated by 44 handsome engravings It Is emphatically, the KC OK OF Tilly REVO-| The wood engravings are the large st, Most re. 
© LUTION, devoted to the records of the American | markable, and most magnificent ever published, 


50 ¢ ostage, > ‘ents Jjound, 75 cents ; ; : 
ov cents; postag p.Cens Bound, 75 cents. Revolution, which it endeavours—how successfully | either in Europe or America. 
INFANT TREATMENT, with directions to mothers | let the public determine—to embody in a series ot 
for self-management. before, during, and after preg- | vivid and original historical pictures. [tis the re- 1c — — ‘ 
= - + ’ 9 TQ 
nancy; addressed to mothers and nurses. By Mrs. | sult of five years’ labour on the part of the author. MISS PICKERIN G S NOV ELS, 
Barwell. First American edition, revised, enlarged | It comprises his researches into the Archives, sah , 
and adapted to the habits and climate in the United | Documents, and Papers now hidden away in the rhe subscribers have in press, and will publish, 
States, by a physician of New York, under the ap- | libraries and closets of the Union. It also com- | Within a few months, in the following order— 
proval of Valentine Mott, M.D. 25 cents; post- | bines those traditions which old men, survivors of | THz Pricur, | PRINCE AND PEDLER, 
age. 4$ ceuts. Price, bound, 50 cents, the ane have brought down to our time concern- | THE LLErREsS, ''Tie EXPECTANT. 
ing the days of °76 Covsix . | ee Gieemeees im 
THE WAY TO LIVE WELL, AND TO BE WELL WHILE |’ veal. ae USIN: HINTON, lux Secrer For, 
WE UWE, ; It forms an elegantly printed volume of 500 oc- Nan DARRELL. Wiui0 SHALL BE liziR? 
ila ons tor pr ring an ‘ and b, vermwes : Riemwe. lw : eee penis a said 
, pale gg s vas od * “ ‘ ne. es rr tavo pages, furnishing to every family, library, and | Mercuanr’s DauGuter, | Tue Quier ivusBanp, 
= i a ee tee spike: Sena irs 2 1 14) club in the Union, a book which in size alone con- | AGNnres SERL. THE SQUIRE 
i ist _ By Mrs. Sarah J. tuthor ot * Th ‘- | tains more substantial reading than any periodical a ey ae . . 
dies’ Wreath.” “‘Traitsof American Life,” “ North- | o6¢ the day Miss Pickering is, and deservedly so, a favour- 
? fan sa. § . t . ? nawars QoL | es P , . a » j avery » aP re are ful . 
wood,” &¢ Price, 26 cents, in paper covers. 375 It also comprises descriptions of the following yo — io . ath a it ‘of li - ow ee ee 
cones. bound, , . Battles:—Germantown, Saratoga, Quebec, Bran- _ io ay _ on, aig ry _, hoever reads 
‘This work is inten ed to show the rich how dywine, Trenton, Paoli, Red Bank, with a new one, a :? reader of 4 They may . re- 
they may pres rve their hi we and yet enjoy the | and minute dese ription of the Signing and Procla- pened nae — safety to old and young. rice, 
) 4) dene ‘ te >! ne p thi r . ’ xv ce S ei q 
bounties of Pro : ten the poor that! mation of the DECLARATION OF INDEPEND- cents cach 
frugal management whieh will make their homes ENCE. 


the abode of comléort | % PD hi hh ’ 
: ? | | GREEN’S 
THE BOOK GF NURSERY RHYMES, TALES, AND 
FABLES, a Gitt for all seasons, “With about 400/ (WEP UPB WORKS ON GAMBLING 
beautiful illustrations. ‘This book is sureto please AY i ' 
articuls , the large eluss little e » . cox Orray <ur Er 
eigen, Mec "ie ae peste.» ina” Ther Scouting Expeditions of McCulloch’s Texas — G AMBLING UNMASKED; or the Persona 
wil 1 her leaf a m t oon l , } - including Skirmishes with the Mericans, and an | Experience of J. H. Green, * The Retormed Gam- 
see eve ihe to i Ost Té li -] ‘ ” - 
, : in every Om i ; Li = ar rhyme accurate detail of the Storming of Monterey; also, | bler.’ with a Portrait of the Author. 
ooking them pleasantly im the face, like an old heen Baines Br 2 ee sith pd ets hee ? sbi ae 7" 
friend; and a number of new acquaintances, equal- the ‘daring scouts q buena Vista, together twitn rik ARTS AND MYSTERIES OF GAM- 
ly inviting; all illustrated so amply, with natural Anecdotes, Incidents, Descriptions y c onary, and | BLING: Designed especially as a warning to the 
avi spirited engravings, as to seem toe child an Sketches of the Lives of the celebrated I artisan ( wefS,) Youthful and Inexperienced against the Evils of 
inexhaustible fund of entertainment. Price, 50 Hays, McCulloch. and y alker, by Sat BL ‘ - REID, | this Odious and Destructive Vice. With numer- 
cents, in paper covers; postage, 10} cents. 75 cts Jn., late of the Texas pe yd Member of the} ous and characteristic illustrations. 
‘ : 7 2 ae | >» ) L . e . ji . ‘e / ° re ) sg. - . 
handsomely bound in searlet muslin ong oe ee Oe THE SECRET BAND OF BROTHERS; or the 
THE LADIES! WORK-TABLE BOOK, containing elear “In addition to the information contained in this | American Outlaws. Compiled from the Original 
y | work upon the operations of our army on the line | Paners. TY) linely ill ruted 
and practical illustrations in plain and fancy needie- . ‘ : ‘ apers. irillingly illustrated, 
work, embrt ” ienittine: Gi6e and aeeteina: 1% the Rio Grande, it will be read with more than 
) et r ( t 
with ameions © engravings jlusteat ve of the . 4. | ordinary interest, trom giving an authentic account 
viens leahen i those use! il ‘ a, a Laaake . of the movements of a branch of the service, whose | 
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; : mn oa eRe: actions, not having reached the public eongh the 
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These books are embellished with numerous en- 
gravings, and contain sketches and incidents of a 
deeply interesting character. The author shows 
tha t the lures to guming are numerous : that in all 
its jorms it is a scheme to defraud; that it is never 
; an innocent amusement, ior even in its ine prent 
stages it is associated with or leads to guilt: amd, 
it persisted in, tends to irretrievable ruin. ‘These 





andsomely bound, 75 cents. 
aetna One Tee ciated as the importance of their services, as an 
efficient partisan force, merit.”.—Balt. Patrwt 


Price 50 cents, in paper covers; postage, 9} cts. 


- ’ ’ 
Che Nurse's lilome Book, | wound 75 cents. | it persisted in, ruin 
= | volumes are warily recommended by clergymen 
| and others who have perused them. - Price, 00 cts. 


4 es a Ba got Mg See lye " THE TOURIST’ 5 GUIDE, each, in paper covers, or 75 cents, bound. 
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merous beautiful illustrations. Retail price, on 


cents, yaper; 75 cents, bound. | m ’ OY T 
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With the Expenses, Conveyances, Distances, Showing its uses and unavoidable necessity, by 


FROM PARIS T0 THE OTHER WORLD Sights. Hotels, &e., and important Hints to the Tour- | a series of familiar illustrations, drawn from a phi- 
Rell cent es j ist By John Henry Sherburne. author of “The losophi cal examination of the most startling evils 
BY LUCIUS. Life of Paul Jones.’ ~ Naval Sketches.” “Secret | of life. Interspersed with moral, interesting, and 
Administration of Jolin Adains,” &¢. | use ‘tul reflections, drawn from the book of the laws 


Translated from the origiaal Freneh Manuscript, | History of the 
nuts bound. | of nature. Price, 25 cents. 


by Paul Everton. Price 50 cts, — 17é cts. Price, 50 cents, in paper covers. 795 ce 
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THE JOHN-DONKEY. 








THE GRANNIES IN A PASSION. 
uR beloved friend of the Boston 
Transcript, Miss Eppre Sar- 
GENT, is down upon us in all 
sorts of ways, very nasty ways 
included, and has avowed her 
intention to scold us to death. 
In this awful intent she is aided 
and abetted by Mrs. Eniza 
Wricut, of the Chronotype; 
and the two venerable old ladies 
q have been in daily consultation 
\ upon the best mode of annihi- 
lating us. We dare say they 
have decided upon our mode of destruction, by this time ; and 
we are patiently awaiting the opening of that masked battery, 
which is to make more fragments of us than there are sands 
on the sea-shore. lIlow they intend to pulverize us, we do 
not know; nor can we tell when the affair is to take place; 
but we are content to take our lambasting in silence. There 
is only one thing against which we shall protest. They may 
roast us in sulphur, parboil us in pitch, bake us in Etna, or 
imprison us for an hour in an abolition conventicle—we can 
bear all that; but if they attempt to make us read Eppie 
Sarcent's “ Velasco,’’ we will not submit. Such a refine- 
ment in malicious wickedness will cause our instant appeal 
to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Dumb 
Animals. 

We do not take it ill that Mrs. Exiza Wricut should 
abuse us. Bersy is one of those old ladies who can see no 
good whatever out of her own town. New York is her Naza- 
reth, out of which no good can come. She fancies her affec- 
tions to be of a catholic tendency—but her universe is in the 
city of the Puritans. The globe, with her, rests on Plymouth 
Rock. She believes that there is a confederacy, called the 
United States, a sort of colonial appendage to the common- 
wealth of Massachusetts—but she has no idea that it can be 
put to any farther use than as a consumer of wooden nutmegs, 
and a purchaser of wooden clocks. She daily pores over 
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By this she discovers that there are other people in the 
world besides New Englanders; but she regards them as 
luere outside barbarians—pestilent fan-kwei—who ought to 
be speedily burned up, and will some day, when the devil 
gets tis own. She is under the firm belief that Georce 
Wasninoron, Parrick Henry, and Joan MARSHALL, were 
born at Boston; and is satisfied that Saratoga and Yorktown, 
tre situated at or near Plymouth Rock. She thinks that the 





| gion, manly action, and decided justice ; and looks upon any 
one who disapproves of the hanging of witches and Quakers, 
as a heretic and a blasphemer. Hence it is that Bersy 
attacks us. This is all right. 
| But with Miss Eppre the case is different. She is a 
_new-comer into Boston—a mere alien, who applies for the 
' benefit of citizenship. She thinks it necessary to toady the 
Bostonians; and does it. In this case, she has an old grudge 
|at us, for various reasons. In the first place, she is jealous of 
|the superior length of our ears. In the second place, she 
| will never forgive our dislike of her splendid poem, * Ipeca- 
/cuanha.” In the third place—and herein is our great offence 
| —Eprie is our former mistress. We loved her, we confess, in 
| our younger days, when life was in its prime, and love tripped 
it on beds of roses. We used to sit and sigh at her feet; 
look tenderly into her beautiful buttermilk eyes; and talk the 
| sweetest nonsense at her. But, when our passion had almost 
/reached its climax—when we were about to propose mar- 
| riage—we happened to pop suddenly into her chamber, and 
'there—ah! wounded sensibility! we discovered that our 
lovely Phillis wore a wig, two false teeth, and at least twenty 
| pounds of pads. We left her; and, stung by our abandon- 
ment, Eppre turned man-hater. “ler dislike to the opposite 
sex has shown itself ever since; and anything which is manly 
in literature, politics, and the arts, rouses her anger, and pro- 
vokes a terrible tempest in the tin teapot of her mind. 

Our readers have our tender secret—they are the confidants 
of the heart-broken JonNn-ponkey. Let them spare us ridi- 
cule, and give us their sympathy. Alas! for the blighted 
hopes of early days! 


HARDER STILL. 


The Skaneateles Democrat does not like our conditions of 
exchange. Hear what he says: 
| a The ‘Jonun-DONKEY’ is trying to make some noise, but we are 
| afraid it will all end in smoke. In his notices to his exchanges he has 
| the following : 
| ‘1. Publish our prospectus entire—leaded and displayed—so as to 
| occupy six columns, 
| *Puffus weekly in the most extravagant style—saying that we are 
the ninth wonder of the world.’ 

“Really! We have seen donkeys with pretty long ears, but we 
never saw one that tried to bray quite as loud as this does, And as to 
your being the ‘ ninth wonder,’ it will be a wonder if you do not split 

| your throat before six months.” 
| 


Now, we intend to impose harder conditions yet. No city 
or country paper shall be entitled in future to an exchange, 
unless they make all their ordinary advertisements give place 
to our prospectus and puffs, besides paying us double subserip- 
tion price. The Skaneateles Democrat, however, shall have 
an even exchange, since it is the only one of our cotempora- 
ries, thus far, who saw that our previous propositions were 
serious. The others were stupid enough to think that we 
were joking. Joking, indeed! We keep over our columns 
the notice—* No admittance except on business ;” and jokes 
have no business with us. We thank the Democrat for its 
appreciative penetration. We should like a contribution 
from its editor occasionally. 


| Ho 
| 


Election of President by the People. 


As this is a very popular catch-word among the politicians, 
we have taken some pains to discover a process by which we 
‘think the object can be attained, with very little trouble. 
| Let every man write the name of his favorite candidate, which 
of course would be his own, on a piece of paper, and forward 
'by mail to Cave Jounson. As of course these papers would 
| never again come to light, every man will console himself 
that he would have been President, if it had not been for the 
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JOHN-DONKEY PRIZE MEDALS. 














New Nursern homes. 
FOR GROWN-UP CHILDREN, 


A NEW HUSHABY. 
(Written for Master JoHNSON.) 
Postmaster General Jounson— 
Funny and mean old Jounson, 
Little and great 
Prayed that his fate 
Might be from his place to begone soon. 
In his manners was no suavity, 
In his skull there was a concavity— 
Funny old fogy—Cave Jounson. 


THE MONKEY. 
(Written for Master Foote.) 
There was a monkey, small and slim— 
A monkey queer was he ; 
And so he climbed the branches through 
Of the highfaluting tree. 
The monkey climbed up to the top, 
And got on the outer limb; 
The limb broke and he did drop, 
And there was an end of him. 


DING-DONG. 
(Written for Master Borts.) 
Ding dong darrow! 
Borrts has shot his arrow, 
The President’s soul to harrow. 
His mark he mist ; 
He burnt his fist ; 
And he will be thrashed to-morrow. 


THE DOG-LATIN MAN. 
(Written for Master BEDINGER.) 
There was a man in our house, 
And he was wondrous smart, 
He made a canine Latin speech, 
Which he had got by heart. 
He spoke his funny Latin speech, 
With much of gravity ; 
And none knew which was silliest, 
His Latin speech or he. 

















Another Great 4 Mpeoch in Congress. 

Mr. Jones, of Georgia—our old friend Joun Jones, of the 
War Office—made a speech, the other day, in the House of 
Representatives, almost equalling the great effort of Mr, 
Foote, in the Senate. The Baltimore Patriot furnishes us 
with the following report—which it ingenuously says, “ con- 
tains some sound Whig sentiments.’ We are sorry that we 
can only make room for the “ concluding but eloquent” nt 
sage of this gigantic effort : 


«T hope never to see the day when an Executive ukase shall bridle 
the mouths of statesmen, or become the doorkeeper of our lips, and the 
arbiter of our thoughts. In the land of WASHINGTON, there is no anti- 
war party when defence is necessary. Blistered be the foul tongue 
of slander, and scorched the lying lips of those who would dare utter 
such a libel upon the patriotism and valor of the American people. The 
sin of aid and comfort les not at the door of the Whig party. They 
never furnished Mexico with a general to command her armies. Nor 
will it ever uproot the escutcheon of their country’s fame, or obscure 
the progress of their country’s glory. The valor and the success of the 
intrepid Scorr and the indomitable TayLor scorns the allegation o! 
aid and comfort to the Whigs. The mangled and bleeding bodies o! 
Butter and Ciay, and McKee and Haropin, and others, declare |! 

false ; and the smoking blood and bleaching bones of half of our fallen 
soldiery in heaps upon the plains of Mexico, are enough to crimson with 
shame the accuser’s face. But a day of reckoning is fast approaching, 
yea, even knocking for admission at the door. A few more official 
blunders, a few more encroachments upon the sovereignty of the 
people, a few more vetoes, and the epitaph of the present adminisira- 
tion will be written upon the wall, ‘ Weighed in the balance and found 
wanting.’ Soon shall those who welcomed the coming, speed the 
parting guest. Soon shall the portentous clouds that now lower around 
our country’s horizon, from the deep anguish of their troubled bosoms 
exclaim, in the language of the immortal bard of Avon, ‘ Alas, alus 
had we but served the country with half the zeal that we have served 
ourselves, the people would not in our declining years have forsake! 
us, and left us for all coming time to care for ourselves.’ And their 
final soliloquy (to be pronounced on the 3d of March, 1849) will be, 
the language of SuHaksPEaRE aforesaid, ‘ Farewell, a long, a last fare: 
well tothe longing hopes and fond expectations, to palaces and power 
We have touched the highest point of our greatness, and now, from ti 
zenith of our earthly bliss, we fall to rise no more Like a bubble '! 
the sky, or a bright exhalation in the swamp, we vanish from the re 
of men, and our names are to be struck from the niche of worthies, @ 
hurried by the relentless current of universal disapprobation to the !ar 
off regions of the world’s forget tfulness, finally 1o sink beneath the 
obscure eddies of oblivious waters.’ 


Eloquence is getting as common as the influenza ; and 4! 
this rate we shall hereafter look for the approach of Congress 
and the cholera with equally dread and horror. 


—— 
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THE MUSICAL STEAM-ENGINE. 


We have long had an idea of a novel locomotive for rail- 
roads, which, in connection with Mr. ZIEBER'S “6 Songs for the | 
People,” would serve to diffuse a taste for music among our 
fellow-citizens. At length our apparatus is complete, and 
will be publicly tested on the Pennsylvania Central Railroad 
—as soon as the track is ready. 

The principal idea of this locomotive is that the engine, | 
when in operation, plays a succession of fashionable airs and | 
scenas, appropriate to the speed at which it is required to go, | 
and the country travelled over. For instance, upon starting off | 
at the ordinary pace, through a flat and cornfield country, the | 
engine plays, with admirable expression, the air of © Jim: | 
along-Josey,” while the clattering of the breaks and flarges 
is so regulated as to give a perfect accompaniment of patting 
Juba. ‘Upon passing through the beautiful and picturesque 
scenery along the banks of the Juniata, the engine immedi- 
ately strikes up, * As I view now these scenes so charming” 





track with a noggin of buttermilk on her head, by “ Maid, | 
* given in the most ravishing manner. | 
When going through the great Alleghany tunnel, where | 


' all is dark and damp as a rainy night, the engineer just 


, touches the horror-stop, and the engine strikes up the grand 


duet from Semiramide, *O giorno d’orrore,”’ in such a man- 


' ner as to frighten all the ladies in the ws, who press up | 


_ to promote the welfare and happiness of our people. 


closely to the gentlemen for protection and a feeling of 
security. 7 

The above are but a few of the performances of our new 
Musical Steam-Engine; but they will serve to give some idea | 
of the intellectual labor which we are constantly performing, 


MOST LIBELLOUS LIBEL. 


The Washington correspondent of the Baltimore Patriot | 
makes the following assertion in one of his letters that mis- | 





Wasuineton, Jan. 15, 1848. 
11 o’cLock aT NIGHT.—I have this moment got wind of a| 


> carried :— | 
| 


; most momentous rumor to the effect that the Pope his bought | 
_ up the Joun-ponkey, whose venerable progenitor, heretotore 


; the accession to his See of this tremendous journal. 
, Administration is in despair; and it is even rumored that the 


, any rate, it is certain that a special messenger has been 
; despatched to Dr. BRANDRETH, who it is expected will put 
: the President through, and no mistake. 


‘ its mendacious author to establish his burning calumny. It 
, Is true—lamentably true —that we hive not received that 
; three millions, nor any portion of it, and that the only pecu- 
; Niary favor we have ever accepted at the hands of the party 


; care and endearing solicitude. 
; him, even althongh he goes on at such a rate as seems as if 


, confidence, on the part of Mr. Potk, has occasioned us many 


the tutelary divinity of the Administration, has become justly | 
indignant at the President withholding the three millions 
which were voted by Congress for the purpose of establish- 
ing his paper. The Pope may well congratulate himself upon 
The 


President is seriously ill in consequence of the defection of 
his two principal allies, Joun-ponkey and Sanra Anna. At 


Yours, PoToMac. 


Now we pronounce this statement utterly false, and defy 


In power, is the pass granted to our tin fip by Mr. Watker. 
lhis melancholy instance of want of public faith and private 


tears, shed in seeret, and wiped sadly away with our stream- 
Ing tail. But we have never thought of deserting him — he 
is our well-beloved son— the object of all a father's tender 
And can we be unkind to 
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he was determined to break our parental heart? No, no, un- 
worthy son Jimmy! We may die—but we shall never cease 
to love you! 

But we'll tell this correspondent who is the organ of the 
Pope, and who is doing all he can to get up a sympathy for 
him in this country, which will take the wind out of the sails 
of half the canting hypocrites on the other side of the house, 
throughout the land. This is the editor of the Philadelphia 
Sun—who by his pretended attacks, which are cunningly 
made so preposterous and malignant, that every unprejudiced 
man must laugh at them and despise their author, is doing all 
he can to convert the United States to Popery. We give the 
Native American party fair warning of this pestilent fellow; 
and now if they are transferred body and soul to Pope Pius 
and Purgatory, we have done our duty. 





SONG OF THE JONN-DONKEY, 


Oh! white my steed and pure his breed ; 
His flowing mane of moonlight made; 
His hoofs are shod with sparks of light, 
And brown his eyes as the forest shade. 
The golden eyes of the summer skies, 
In deep amaze behold me ; 
While motionless mists and driving clouds, 
In mantle damp enfold me. 
Up we go to the sky so high, 
My dainty Pegasus and I. 


Away we soar on thunder-wings, 
Up through the space of burning spheres ; 
Loud sounds the roar of our journeyings ; 
And the cataract white of many tears. 
The clouds they stare to see us pass— 
The little stars are winking ; 
And the man in the moon holds up the glass 
Of rum that he is drinking. 
Up we go to the sky so high, 
My dainty Pegasus and I. 


With my pen’s sharp nib I tickle each rib 
Of the beast as on he flies in pride ; 
Till the inky blood of the noble steed, 
Runs in a rivulet from his side. 
Still speeds he on, like a lightning flash, 
Through skies so light and porous ; 
While down below to his note of wo, 
Men join in a rattling chorus. 
Up we go to the sky so high, 
My dainty Pegasus and I. 





OUR FUNNY MAN, 


The New York correspondent of the Philadelphia Post 
states that “Cornetius Marruews is the principal conduc- 
tor of the Joun-ponkey.” The gentleman is mistaken. Mr. 
MAaTTHEws is our funny man, and we keep him to edit our 
Sunny paper, the “ Elephant.” Mr. Marruews never writes 
any thing but fun and humor — he couldn't possibly be sensi- 
ble enough for the JoHN-ponkKey. 


Cholera Panic-ea. 


Look out for all sorts of “ infallible preventives” and “ cer- 
tain cures” for the cholera, about these days. Take Dr. 
JOHN-DONKEy’s advice, good people, keep quiet, pay your 
debts, and read our paper. — By following these simple rules, 
a _ be safe from cholera, doctors, duns, and the blue 

evils. 
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GREAT EXCITEMENT IN SQUIGGINSVILLE, 


From our Sixteenth Edition of yesterday. 
GREAT NEWS BY THE JACKASS EXPRESS! 
SQUIGGINSVILLE IN A BLAZE! 
i> No other Paper has this Newse “| 

We have kept back our Sixteenth Edition to the latest 
moment, in order to lay the following thrilling intelligence 

before our readers, in advance of all our cotemporaries. 

Squigginsville Hotel, Jan, 29, 1848. 


To the JoHNn-DONKEY : 

Venerable Sir!—A most lamentable and _ heart-bursting 
tragedy has just been enacted in our hitherto peaceable and 
quiet village. This morning, Puttip Aucustus SNooks, 


“Esq., editor of that fearless and independent journal, the 


Squigginsville Telegraphic Flash and ‘Thunderclap of Free- 
dom, was violently assaulted by Henry HaMMERHANDLE, 


Esq., editor of the Spirit of Squigginsville and Weekly Com- 


mercial Metropolis of the Union, with a formidable piece of 


untanned leather, curiously and elaborately twisted for the 
purpose, and left, after running over a quarter of a mile, 
loudly calling for assistance, exhausted and fainting, under a 
cowshed, where he had, with great presence of mind, taken 
refuge. The unhappy man was taken home to his shrieking 
wife and children (a lovely pair of twin innocents, issued 
only a few weeks ago), while the murderer was apprehended, 
and gave himself calmly up to the inexorable hands of justice. 
He was immediately taken—to Mr. Jones's grocery, and after 
being examined by Squire Jones himself (who is also our 
postmaster, and preaches on Sundays) was suffered to go at 

large on his parole of honor, upon standing treat all round. 
This event has thrown all Squigginsville into a state of the 
most fearful excitement, and no one knows where it will end. 

Yours, in a hurry, 
Quoz. 


POSTSCRIPT—Later. 


Through the politeness of Captain SLow-anp-Easy, of the 
swift-sailing mudscow Sarcophagus, which has been lying on 
a sandbar for the last two weeks, we have just received our 
full files of Squigginsville papers, up to the latest moment. 
The Sarcophagus has had a rough time of it, with head winds 
and low water, and the passengers were at one time reduced 
to the last extremity, from the giving out of the liquor on 
board. Fortunately, however, just as all hands were about to 
rise and murder the captain, the coal-barge Ajax made its 
appearance, and relieved him from his perilous position. 
Peace being thus restored, the parties took a drink all round, 
and the Reverend Mr. Pump immediately drew up a card of 
thanks to the captain, speaking in the warmest terms of him 
and his gallant craft. We shall try to make room for this 
important document to-morrow. 

But, to return to the melancholy and heart-rending news 
from Squigginsville. In order that the public may be in pos- 
session of all the facts in this momentous case, we have col- 
lated from the Squigginsville papers all the articles on both 
sides, which led to this dire catastrophe. It will be seen that 
this quarrel, Jike the war in Mexico and other great public 
events, arose from the most trifling circumstances. 


From the Squigginsville Flash and Thunderclap of Freedom, 
November 20, 1847. 

Our neighbor of the “ Spirit” brags of a tremendous squash 
which he has received. We found on our table this morning 
a squash big enough to wrap up his monstrosity. It was 
about the size of the “ Spirit of Squigginsville.” 
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From the Spirit of Squigginsville and Weekly Commercial Metro } 
} b Metropolis } 


of the Union, November 27, 1847. 
The Enormous Vegetable of the “ Flash” insinuates that 
our paper is a squash, If it is, he had better let it alone, or 
it will give him the bilious colic. 


From the Squigginsville Flash, Dec. 3, 1847. 
THE DUTIES AND DESTINY OF THE AMERICAN PREss, 


When illiterate boobies, whose education has been the | 
stable, and whose fingers are better fitted by nature to wield | 
the currycomb than the pen, obtrude their vulgar ideas and ' 
sentiments into the sacred sanctuary of the press, we may } 
well begin to look out for the purity of public sentiment and | 
the stability (no allusion to the stable) of our institutions, 


Does the editor (!) of the “ Spirit of Squigginsville” under. 
stand us ! 


From the Spirit, Dec. 10, 1847. 


The Insolence of the Federal Whig Aristocracy—Our Liberties» 


in Danger! 


Yes—we give the dastard of the Flash notice that we do | 
“ understand” him; and he will find out that we know more | 


about him than may be agreeable. 


Does this insolent pander | 


to the lascivious corruption of a bloated aristocracy, remember | 
a certain weazengfaced, sneaking, hypocritical, Methodist | 
schoolmaster, that once lived on the banks of the Passama- } 


quunk River, in Maine, and who was driven in disgrace from | 


the community for attempting to insult—we use the mildest } 
word—one of his own scholars, while out picking huckleber- | 


ries? Does the editor of the * Flash” understand us ? 





From the Flash of Dec. 17, 1847. 

Were we of a choleric temperament, we should probably 
permit ourselves to take offence at the stable-boy slang of the 
dung-fork brandisher of the Spirit of Squigginsville and 
Weekly Commercial Metropolis of the Union. But, thank 
God ! we cannot permit our equanimity to be disturbed in the 
slightest degree by the gibbering of an idiot or the braying of 
a donkey. 
me and thee !” 

* 


[Stung to the quick, as it appears, by this coo] and merciless 
taunt, Mr. HAMMERHANDLE lost possession of himself so com- 
pletely as to spend his last shilling for a cowhide, with 
which he rushed into the street and committed the fatal act 


‘Go, poor devil! the world is wide enough for } 


which has thrown a gloom upon the hitherto proud and happy | 


village of Squigginsville. ] 


- TELEGRAPHIC DESPATCH. 
12 o’clock, P. M. 


Mr. Snooks is easier. It has been ascertained that, antici- } 
pating a catastrophe similar to that which actually happened, | 
he had that morning, before he left the bosom of his family, | 
inhaled a large quantity of chloroform, which rendered him } 


insensible to the cowhide of his ferocious and . blood-thirsty 
assailant. The populace are wrought up to the highest pitch, 
and we tremble for the fate of HAMMERHANDLEB! 


NEW USES OF GUTTA PERCHA. 


The City Fathers propose to pave Church Street, or West | 


Broadway, with Gutta Percha, by way of experiment. We 
suggest that tagy should try Wall Street first—as the mate- 
rial could be furnished from the consciences of the bill-brokers 


and bank-officers, at about three per cent. a month; and it | 


would be found that a very little would go a great way. 
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VIGOROUS PROSECUTION OF THE WAR. 





QUARTER! QUARTER! 





Colonel Benton and General Kearney. 


As all matters of public conduct are under the special 
supervision of JoHN-DONKEY, we cannot forbear to call the 
attention of the American public to the great results likely to 
grow out of the late passage between these distinguished in- 
dividuals. By the new code of honor, the pistol, the rifle, 
and the sword, must be excluded from the duello, as a substi- 
tute therefor is found in “ looks” proceeding from the 


“‘ Eye like Mars, to threaten and command.” 


The objection that this system will be useless to those who 
have the misfortune to squint, inasmuch as they look all sorts 
of ways, is futile, because the doctor, who knows all about 
strabismus, can fix all that before the day appointed for the 
coming off of the affair, which is much better than a doctor 
groping about for a bullet in the thorax. We are assured 
that one of our celebrated opticians, in anticipation of the 
adoption of the system, is preparing a kind of spectacles, 
which he denominates “ looking-glasses.” The friends of 
morality, order, and timidity, will rejoice in this state of 
things. 


THE PRESIDENTIAL PROBLEM. 


We really did not imagine that the great political puzzle |, S°2*°"": . . . 
of the on Who is rin as Pl eae # jaissom pes a _it is evident that these unhappy creatures still retain unmis- 
' ’ 'takeable evidences of their pedigree. 


' of so capital a “demonstration” as was made the other day 


by the TayLtor meeting in New York. 
that this question has been proved of so easy a solution, we 
shall have any quantity of similar “ demonstrations,” in favor 
of every body. If the politicians were prophets, we should 


; have at least a dozen presidents every term—but Nature has 
; mercifully made them only nuisances. 


DISHEARTENING. 


Our brother of the Mercury informs the public that he has 
refused to exchange with us. We were not aware of it 
before ; but now that we do learn it, are depressed beyond all 
description at the intelligence. Is there no way of appeasing 
Spoons? Is he still to be the irate Spoons? Will he not be 
the placable Spoons? We really want to recover his good 


opinion. If we could, it would be of service to the Mercury, 


o there has been no good opinion about the paper, for some 
» time, 





We suppose, now |, 


| 
| 
| 


| 








| 


| 
| 
i 


be. 
_been peculiarly unfortunate, of late ; and it is even whispered, 


| have been rescued from the wreck. 


no fault, but are parted with solely for want of use. 
Conestoga wagon formerly required these horses, but there 
| are John-donkeys enough in the present Legislature to keep 
| the commonwheel a-going without any such adventitious aid. 





Tremendous Steamboat Accident. 


The large high-pressure steamboat, James K. Potk, ran 
afoul of a snag in the Mississippi, at Veto Point, a few days 
ago, and sunk immediately to her hurricane deck, over which 
the water made a clean sweep. It is supposed that the boat 
and cargo will be a total loss) The James K. Po_k was 
owned by a rich old fellow, named Democracy, who has been 
living a retired life, and has not been seen in public for seve- 
ral years. She was insured for more than her value, in the 
Union ; but, as that concern has been shaking in the wind 
for some time, public confidence in :. capacity to meet its 
lie-abilities has been greatly impaired, and it is even suspected 
that many of the underwriters are no better than they should 
This will be a severe loss to old Democracy, who has 


in certain knowing quarters, that he will be obliged to go 
into bankruptcy. 


P.S. Since the above was written, several large packages 
They are marked, 
“ Ohio,” “ Indiana,” “ Illinois,” &c. &c., and appear to have 
been much damaged by the action of the waves. We under- 
stand that Mr. Democracy entertains great doubts as to 
whether they can ever be restored to any profitable use. In 
the mean time, the old gentleman has gone to work with his 


usual energy to raise the hull of his steamboat, and hopes to 


be able, with the help of the “ Mexico” and * National Con- 
vention” lighters, to place it once more afloat. The experi- 
enced mud-scow, “'T. Rircute,” is lying alongside ‘the 
wreck, and trying every means to deepen the channel, and 
prop up the submerged vessel. 


IMPORTANT DECISIONS. 
The Pea Patch island case has been decided in favor of the 


United States, and the Supreme Court has decided that the 
parents of Mrs. Gaines were in the united state when she 
_was born. These happy achievements of a judicious judiciary 


have given us a strong desire to go to law a little on our own 
hook; and we have had serious thoughts of issuing a writ of 
replevin upon the federal government for a large number of 
our legitimate subjects, which it now detains unlawfully, and 
against the peace and good order of society, in a large build- 
ing at Washington, generally known as the National Lunatic 
Asylum. Should this case ever come to a fair earing, we 


‘are confident in being able to establish our claims to these 
our subjects as plainly as the ears on their heads. 


From the 
terrific braying and kicking among the inmates of this 
asylum, and the frequent allusions to the halter of patriotism, 


Indeed, we have been 
informed, that they are even yet kept in the traces, and made 
to bear burdens that would break the back of anything but a 


| true-blooded JoHN-DONKEY. 





*% 
. Interesting to Stock-breeders. 


The two horses in the Pennsylvania coat of arms will be 
sold at public auction, at Harrisburg, on the 29th proximo, if 
not previously disposed of at private sale. They are sold for 
The old 


N. B. A large quantity of ox-chains wanted, as the legisla- 


| tive donkeys have a great deal of log-rolling to do this winter. 
| Enquire of the Sergeant-at-arms of either House, to whom is 


entrusted the custody of the members and the stabling of the 
state horses. 
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ELEMENTS OF OLD FOGYISM, 


THE POLITICAL OLD FOGY. 


Had the Committee on Nuisances done its duty, this chapter 
would never have been written—for the Political Old Fogy 
would have been long ago abated. As it is, the race has be- 
come as numerous as fleas—an animal they strongly resemble 
in the surprising agility with which they jump from one 
place to another, and the pertinacity with which they tap the 
veins of the body politic. The political Old Fogy is of all 








calibres, and infests alike the cabinet of state, the halls of 


legislation, the ward committee-room, and the subterranean 
groggery. By the force of an incredible impudence he makes 
his ignorance pass for e\perience and his avarice for patriot- 
ism. He changes his principles as easily as a weathercock 
the direction of its tail; he is old clo’ man and livery servant 
combined—always furnished with a coat of the most popular 
stripe, and ready to pay court to any master. By doing the 
dirty work, which the honest men of all parties are ashamed 
of, he succeeds in creating a demand for himself; and his im- 
perturbable assurance, his untiring perseverance, enable him 
to obtain the largest share of the spoils before modest men 
have put off the armor in which the victory has been won. 
Having by nature no vitality except suction, he consequently 
never dies, and is always in office. 


Perer Price, Esq., was an old Fogy. He was destined by 
nature for a politician. He was born on the 20th of Decen- 
ber; and on the night of the 20th of April previous, his 
father was elected chairman of the Democratic Whig Barn- 
burner Old Hunker Committee, for the Nineteenth Ward. 
As soon as his election was announced, he gave the whole 
party a “ private smile,” and rushing home, embraced his 
wife in transport. As we before observed, PereR was born 
on the 20th of December; and no sooner had he struggled 
himself into being, than he set up a tremendous squall, which 
clearly indicated that he was to make a noise in the world. 
His father had been out to a ward meeting, which had been 
called for the purpose of welcoming home Policeman A. B. 
C, D. £. F. Smrra, who had conferred honor upon the demo- 
cracy by capturing a pickpocket in Higginsville. The moment 
the happy father set eyes upon his responsibility, he ex- 
claimed, “I can see President of the United States in his 
eye:” and to tell the truth, Peter has had it in his eye ever 
since, 

Prrer’s political aspirations, genius like, found early vent. 
He was only ten years old when he used to go to Tammany 
Hal], and hold the Honorable Mr. Stumpn’s hat, while the 
great man addressed his free and enlightened fellow-citizens ; 
and being with his father one day at the Pewter, the landlord 
asked him if he wouldn’t take a glass of lemonade. * No, 
damme,” replied the future President, “ but I’ll take a small 
swig of ’76, if it’s all the same to you.” 

About this time, Perer’s ambition began to soar above the 
occupation of Newsboy, and he attached himself taffhe Sock- 
dologer club—a hopetul company of freemen, who ran witha 
hose-cart, and took their coffee at BurrercakeE Dick's. His 
promotion was speedy, for he soon out-bullied, out-sang, and 
outswore all his companions. The peculiar twang of his “be 
jeeze !” brought that classic oath into a popularity which has 
scarcely yet diminished; although few have ever been able 
to impart to it all the nasal richness of its immortal inventor. 


But as Perer stepped from rung to rung on the ladder of 


fame, he became proud and haughty, in proportion as his 
origin hed been low and obscure. When he was twenty-one, 
and had ascertained that there was actually no mistake in his 
being entitled to vote, he suddenly conceived a new and mag- 
nanimous idea of his own importance. From the mysterious 
depths of that pine box, into which he had cast a vote that 








sight decide the destinies of empires, a voice had seemed to 
whisper, that upon him depended the welfare and prosperity of 
this great country. He at once cut the hose-cart, and went no 
more to BurrercakeE Dicx’s. He neverspoke, except in low 
and ominous tones, and a! ways appeared to know a great dea] 
more than he chose to tell. He wrote letters to leading 
men, in which he mentioned, as a matter of the gravest 
moment, that the Nineteenth Ward ought to be conciliated, 
“ For my own part,” said he, in one of his letters, ** you know 
very well that [ want nothing. The pleasure of doing my 
duty is an ample reward for the anxious days and sleepless 
nights devoted to the cause of my country. But | know the 
Nineteenth Warders well—I was born and bred among them. 
They expect that one of their number shall be appointed 
Measurer of Coal in the Custom House ; they will be satisfied 
with nothing less.” The next day, Perer Price, Esquire, 
was appointed Coal Measurer. 

Had Mr. Price been a man of mere ordinary political am- 
bition, the measure of his glory, as Measurer of Coal, would 
now have been filled. But was he! No! Nor, had even 
the further honors of Assistant Collector been conferred upon 
him, would his gigantic instincts have been satisfied. By 
successive steps he at length rose to be an assistant alderman ; 
and, although receiving no pay for his arduous duties in behalf 
of the public, he has managed to secure a very pretty fortune, 
by purchasing lots in the suburbs fora trifle, and then getting 
streets opened and gas-lights established in the neighbor- 
hood. He is the silent partner, also, in a retail grocery; and 
receives, every now and then, a good fat contract for candles 
or soap, tea or lamp oil, for the use of the city household. 
The bills are always allowed, without deduction, because his 
brother members all stand in need of similar favors, at some 
time or another; and so, while the “City Fathers” meet 
weekly in splendid chambers, and their verdant children ima- 
gine they are legislating for the public interest, they are only 
contriving how they can best promote each otlier’s fortunes. 

Mr. Assistant Alderman Priaca is now a rather important 
man. In the getting up of “demonstrations,” the reception 
of Presidents and procuring subscriptions to public dinners, 
his party find his services really indispensable. By doing 
what no one else will undertake, he manages to be constantly 
before the public, and to keep up a correspondence with the 
leading politicians of his party—who, for the most part, as 
shallow, dishonest, and hypocritical as himself, have neither 
the discrimination nor the independence to treat him as he 
deserves. Whether he will ever really be President, depends 
very much on circumstances; but when we examine curl- 
ously some of the later specimens of that article, and reflect 
that the “ intelligent voters” of the Union are in the mean 
only an expansion of the intelligence and patriotism of the 
Nineteenth Ward, we see nothing impossible in such a 
catastrophe. President Perer Price! Atrocious allitera- 
tion! Calamitous consummation ! 
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UNACCOUNTABLE ZEAL. 


Our worthy brother, Bannan, of the Pottsville “ Miners’ 
Journal,” whose ears almost equal our own in longitude, 
copies, approvingly, the suggestion of the Boston Chronotype, 
« That whenever an editor sees his productions set up, leaded 
and without credit, in another paper, he shall be permitted 
to forward his bill to the proprietors of the same at the rate 
of $5 per column.” We cannot see why he should urge such 
a law, since it is evidently of no benefit to him, whatever. 


A MERRY THOUGHT. 
How many living heroes are féted for their services, with- 
out a thought being cast upon the fetid dead who ‘* manure 
the soil” of Mexico! But this 1s * gl ry.” 
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at any rate not until we know for certain that the Adminis- 


| in the back room of the United States Oyster Cellar, to testify |, 
’ their admiration for the eminent private services of Mr. Chief 


_ appropriately decorated with numerous interesting skeletons 


dug out of the mud; and a number of omnibus flags were | 
tastefully disposed in the form of classic drapery between the || 
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; Splendid Public Tribute to Private Worth. 


’ honored subject of a people’s gratitude: | | 
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[We have thought it necessary to say “ private worth,” in 


the captl 
that we al 
as much general worth as any other hero whatever. But it 
18 a > 
Whig—we are not exactly certain which—and we do not 
wish to say anything to compromise our inflexible neutrality ; 


tration is to Beacu us out of that three millions. We repeat, 
then, that the last week has been embellished with a testi- 
monial of public gratitude to a public benefactor, which it 
does us the greatest pleasure to record (having been liberally 
paid by the recipient for the use 0: our incorruptible columns.) || 
The following is the report of the affair, furnished us by the 


Publie Dinner to Chief Seavenger Smith. | 
Yesterday will be Jong remembered as a bright page in the || 
history of our country’s glory. At an early hour (that the 
festivities might not interfere with Mr. Smira’s arduous 
nightly duties) a numerous and brilliant company assembled 


Scavenger Smirn—and their love for oysters. ‘The room was || 


of children and ladies, which Mr. Smriru had at various times || 


windows, bearing appropriate inscriptions, such as “ To the 
Fair of the American Institute ;” “ Right by the Mammoth 
Circus;” “To see the Elephant;” &c. &c. These happy 
allusions to the leading events of the year were greatly ad- 
mired, and caused a smile of pleased surprise to pass round 
the room. The table was laid with the usual exquisite taste 
and magnificent luxury which have already immortalized the 
n.mes of Surewssury & Downine, and for mentioning 





At precisely six o’clock the 


ing unparalleled 


BILL OF FARE. 


First Course. 
Oysters, raw. 
Whisky, do. 


Second Course. 
Clam soup, a la codfish. 
Whisky, Oh don’t mention it. 


Third Course. 
Clam Chowder. 
Oysters stewed. 


| 


Entrées. 
Mashed Potatoes, a la pore. 
Deviled Kidneys. 
Fried Liver, a la Bowery. 
Whisky Punch, hot, with. $ 


Fourth Course—Game. 
Long-tailed Clams. 
Wild Boar, a la Broadway. 
Gammon and Spinage. 
More Whisky. 
Dessert. 
Peanuts. 


After full justice had been done to the edibles and swal- 








ion of this article, lest careless readers should imagine |, 
luded to General Wort; not that our hero hasn’t || 


| 
well known that.General Worrn is a Democrat—or a | 


> which we have received an invitation to take a stew gratis, | life. 


> whenever we pass that way. 
company took their seats, and began to pitch into the follow- 


| lowables, the President, opportunely assisted by a Vice on 
either side, rose very steadily, considering the occasion, and 
proceeded to read the regular toasts, as follows: 
Regular Toasts, 

1. The President of the United States—Drank standing. Music— 
** Go it, old hoss !” 

2. The Vice-President of the United States.—Drank standing. 
| [Here an impertinent reporter inquired if it was customary 
‘to drink standing, except to the dead. The President ob- 
served, that there was very little difference in the present 
| case, as they were as good as dead. | 

3. ‘“ Before reading this toast, gentlemen,” said the Presi- 
dent, “I have a few words to say, which, | am sure, will meet 
with your hearty approbation. (Great excitement.) The 
American people are a noble people (applause)—a great people 
(renewed upplause)—a magnanimous people (lerrific ap- 
plause). They know how to appreciate merit and to reward 
valor. The toast which I am about to read is in compliment 
to one of America’s noblest children—to one of New York’s 
favorite sons. And, although she has another favorite son, 
now interred in the favored shades of Kinderhook (tremendous 
cheers)—yet the glories of all her other heroes—of a Morris 
(thundering applause)—of an ArcuLaRius (deafening cheers) 
—yet they are all eclipsed by the glories of Smirn. (At this 
point the cheering was so stunning that the gas-lights burnt 
blue, and, had the dinner been given in any story above 
ground, the roof would undoubtedly have caved in.) Gentle- 
men, I give you, without further preliminary, 

“ Joun Smiru—the scavenger, who in the performance of his duties 
knows neither favor nor aflecition—who is always as far in the mud as 
we whoadinire, His deeds, too long trampled under foot, rise before 
us at every corner, a monument of mud, to rebuke the ingratitude 
of republics.” 

After the cheers with which this toast was received had 
subsided, Mr. Smitu rose, and supporting himself by the back 
of his chair, replied as follows : 

“Feller citizens—I am too full to ’spress my sentiments on 
this here occasion, wich is the peroudest suckumstance of my 

All I kin say is that, although there may be some folks, 
heroes of Chawrerbusker, and so on, what has been more de- 
sarvin of a good dinner than your humble sarvent, there ain’t 
none that could a enjoyed it more highlier than this child. Gen- 
tlemen, I thank you from the bottom of my heart (here the 


| eloquent speaggpr laid his hand impressively below his waist- 


band), and hope that you wil! all enjoy the same happy tight, 
on this here and all other occasions, as yours, effecktionately, 
Joun Smita.” 

This neat and happy speech was received with the most 
tumultuous and uproarious applause, cheers, and laughter, 
which continued for several minutes, and was drunk with 
nine times nine. At the seventy-sixth cheer, the President 
fell back exhausted, and the remainder of the regular toasts 
were omitted. 

At this stage of the proceedings, our reporter, having for 
some time been mysteriously engaged in ascertaining the 
comparative strength of two pitchers of hot whisky punch, 
suddenly became oblivious—a dark cloud fell across his 
usually clear and astute vision—and the room—(at least so 
far as he was concerned) was buried in impenetrable night. 
Those, however, who are anxious to follow this convivial 
scene to its happy catastrophe, will find the record written 
out at length, and in very choice Egyptian, on the night 
register of the Tombs. Thus closes our truthful and com- 
prehensive narrative of 

THE LAST OF THE PUBLIC DINNERS. 





GreEAT SICKNESS IN France.—At the last accounts, the 
King of the French was sick, and the French were sick of 


the King. 




































Which presents the Knight's views upon moral reform. | 


J Our pair of adventurers had now finished their repast, of | 
} which Simon gathered up the fragments, and stowed them 
away in the panniers of Dapple. ‘The Knight, having picked | 
his teeth with the point of his jack-knife, and hemmed thrice, 
with great emphasis and unction, began to discourse, as was 
his wont, upon topics of public interest and consideration. | 
And this is the substance of his discourse, as reported by the 
learned and accurate chronicler, 

“One of the great curses of the present time,” said the | 
Knight, “is licentiousness. This pervades all classes and 
all ranks, from Don James the Third, on the throne, down to 
Don Cornetio Marruus, in his garret. Every body is licen- 
2 tious and immoral, with the exception of myself and those 

who compose my set. It is no wonder, then, that this extends 
to the poorly paid and scantily fed working girls, who, seeing 
in others the happy results of a prostitution of talents, endea- 

vor to fill their purses by a parallel prostitution. ‘lo blame | 
| them for selling their bodies, and to acquit others for selling 
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their minds, would be a base act. The only question ix, How 
shall we reform them?! Since their ruin was occasioned by 
the defective organization of society, we must cure that de- 
fect—and the best mode of cure is to destroy all the usages 
of society. They are all mere prejudices—barriers which 
stand in the way of man’s progress to perfection—and should | 
be speedily abolished and removed. Man can be a perfect 
being, if all the usages of society, which only interfere with | 
progress, were got rid of. IT am aware that there are a few 
pestilent mahogany-stock knaves, who insist that society is 
made by man, and not that man is the creature of society— 
that the general conduct of individuals must be improved to 
better communities; since so long as the component parts of | 
anything are unsound, the fabric itself cannot be in a good 
. condition. But if the fabric itself be unsound. how can the | 
component parts be good! Is not this a full answer to their 
nonsense? ‘Then, again, we have some pestilent and utterly 
graceless knaves, regular dough-faces, who fell us that if) 
people will bow to general usage, obey the laws, and do | 
? rightly, we will have no trouble. But how is human nature | 
‘to do right, if its impulses be cramped and fettered by rules ? 
64 Let them answer that!” 

The good Knight was so delighted by his own eloquence, | 
that he never discovered one important fact, that le had | 
dropped his lance on the road, until he was a mile or more | 
from the place where he had lost it; so that he was obliged | 
to retrace his steps and find it. This he finally accomplished, | 
and betook him again to his journey and conversation. 

“ Now, Simon,” continued he, * the question arises, as to | 
how we shall reform these poor, abandoned victims to man’s | 
depravity, and how prevent the fall of others in future. Jn 
the first place, we must not attempt to restrain those passions, | 
which, being planted in us by nature, must be holy. We 
must rather legalize and honor their gratification. The mode | 
in which to do this isa simple one. Let there be no more | 
irrevocable marriages. Marriage is a civil contract entered | 
into by parties competent to contract, and the object or con- | 
sideration of that contract is happiness. When the object | 
fails, why should not the parties who formed the union have 
a right to dissolve it ?” 

“But who on earth is to take care of the young ones?” in- | 
quired Simon. 

“There is an almshouse,” answered Don Key Havuaury. 
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Senora PaRKER, as is to be,.mustn’t be any better than a 
common critter on the pavements, an’ my little Parkers 
nothin’ but ¥ 

“Stay, foolish young man,” cried the Knight, “ and do not 
utter harsh words, which you may repent.” 

By this time it was near nightfall, and espying at a short 
distance from them a large city, both master and man spurred 
their beasts to obtain shelter within its walls. 





CHAPTER NINTH. 


By which we are informed of a most perilous and exciting 
adventure. 


Arrived within the city, the first thought of our Knight 
was to signalise himself by some feat of chivalry; while the 
Squire merely bethought himself of a warm supper and a bed 
for the night. While both were engaged in cogent cogita- 
tions upon the subject, fortune, desiring to reward the well- 
deserving for once, threw the object of his desire immediately 
in the road of Don Key Haucury ; whereupon he had nothing 
more to do than to pick it up at once, and put it in his 
breeches pocket, as it were. And it fell out in this wise, as 
you shall speedily hear. 

A merry, agreeable young wench, was tripping slowly 
along the street, without caring for or thinking about any 
one, when a cavalier. who, to insure the gravity of his head, 
carried a brick in his cap, walked up with a rather irregular 
motion, and chucked the wench under the chin. To this she 
was at first nothing loth, but presently, on finding that the 
cavalier had no money, she endeavored to escape from him. 
This the enamored gentleman would by no means consent to, 
and the persecuted innocent set up a great cry. This soon 
prolonged itself into a scream; which shrill noise reached 
the ears of our adventurers, and caused the whole four, Don 
Key Haucury, Rocenante, Simon Parker, and Dapple, to 
prick up their ears with wonder. A moment only elapsed, 
before the Knight and his companion spurred their beasts, and 
hastened to the relief of persecuted virginity. 

The cavalier, seeing two such queer people coming towards 
him, ceased his work, and looked at them in wonder; while 
the young damsel exclaimed, ‘Oh, Jimminy crikee! what 
queer files !” 

The cavalier made no remark, but merely looked on, 
whereat Don Key HauGury inquired what was the cause of 
this disturbance of the public peace. To which the cavalier 
replied not a word, but drawing the arm of the damsel under 
his own, proceeded to depart. Against this the damsel re- 
monstrated, and the Knight backing Rocenante a pace or s0, 
spurred him suddenly forward, and impaled the offender on 
the point of his lance, whereto he hung kicking and writhing 
like a beetle on the end of a pin. After he had suspended 
him sufficiently, he released him from his impalement, and, 


taking the damsel behind him on Rocenante, he jogged om 


towards herbhome, followed, at a respectful distance, by Simon, 
upon Dapple. The cavalier, as soon as he was released, did 
take himself to his heels, and the Knight, elated by his ex- 
ploit, inquired of the delivered lady whom she was and 
whereat she did reside. Tio which the damsel made reply as 
follows: 

“My name is Dota Maria Crarinpa Luisa Tuispe MAL- 
piro Cava, and I am one of eleven—a fair sisterhood, who 
dwell hard by, in the Strada del Iglesia, and support our- 
selves and our superior by taking in plain work. I was taking 
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TLR TINT ra Tw TOT “The remedy, then, for all this trouble, is plain. Let ther 
THE UNTRANSLATED DON QUIXOT Ki. | be no marriages which cannot be dissolved aan the eiatlte 
EE = rp ’ ; like, the day after the consummation even, if they find they 
THE ADVENTURES OF DON KEY HAUGHTY. '|do not like each other. Consequently, the young ladies of 
j : the town could receive no censure, since not a woman about 
‘5 BOOK V. would be a bit better than they.” 
.} CHAPTER EIGHTH. “ Purty how de do,” exclaimed the Squire, “ ef my gal, 
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By this time they had arrived at the residence of the dam- 
sel, and Don Key Hauaury prepared to depart, which the 
fair Dona Maria would by no means permit ; but declared he 
should partake the hospitality of the nunnery. To this the 
Knight at last consented ; and Rocenante and Dapple being 
made fast to a post at the door, the three entered, and were 
shown by the servant into the great hall of the convent. 

“Oh, sight of magnificence!’ exclaims Cid Hamer ben 
Encett, “and noble guerdon of knightly chivalry! Eleven 
peerless and beautiful ladies, arrayed in garments of costly 
stuff, rosy as the dawn and redolent of perfumes, crowded 
around the two adventurers, and welcomed them to the abode 
of innocence and beauty! Some of them unlaced the helmet 
of the Knight—others brought him water in a basin; and the 
rest broke out into that beautiful and stirring melody—* Get 
out of the way, old Don Tusur’ Intoxicated by the beauty, 
perfumes, and grace, Don Key Haucury could only lay back 





To whom, Bernarpio answered in this wise: *Faix! you | 
dhrunken crathurs—yez ’Il find out, whin yez come afore his) BerNnarpio, condemned the Knight and Simon to a place of 


honor, the Alcalde, in the morrnin !’ So saying, he made in- 
effectual attempts to seize tie Knight, who kept him at bay 
by means of his lance. Thus matters stood for a few minutes, 
until one of the brotherhood, traitorously attacked Don Key 
Havucnty from the rear, and thus overthrew him. The cap- 
ture of the Knight destroyed the hopes of the party ; and they 
were speedily brought to the guard-house, before the Alcalde. 


* - ‘ 
Mhis ts the word in the original Arabic 


There is no correspond- 
Ing word in’ English. 
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a walk this evening to imbibe the fresh air, when the cava-, upon a splendid ottoman, and exclaim—in faint response to 
lier to whom you gave particular Jesse,* came up and in-| the choral melody—‘ We won't go home till morning—till 
sisted on going home with me, which I would in no wise daylight doth appear hws a 
permit, seeing that instead of having bricks in his pocket- | In the meanwhile, the Squire was employed after a man- 
book, he had one in his hat.” ner no less pleasing. Seated upon a pile of cushions, with a 


|| fair damsel on either side of him, and not having the same 


prejudices with his master, he began to drink glass after 
glass of the sparkling wine of the Bowery, which his hostesses 
furnished him. Ina short time this mounted into his brain, 


-and he began to sing the well-known Moorish melody, of 
'“Je! get along, Jacques along Josef!’ to the full extent of 
his lungs. ‘This the merry maidens chorussed right lustily ; 


and the noise waxed louder and more jolly. Just at this mo- 
ment several knocks came at the door; and these not being 
heeded, were succeeded by a breaking in of the gates, and 
the entrance of a large number of the Holy Brotherhood, 
headed by their Captain and Lieutenant, BerNarpio Oprau 
y Guan, and Patricio D’Oserti. The intruders rushed for- 
ward, and were about to lay hold of the damsels, behind whom 
Simon, in great fear, ensconced himself, when Don Key 
Havuaury, poising his lance, asked them, in the devil’s name, 
the meaning of their clamor. 





The worthy Alcalde, after listening to the complaint of 


imprisonment called the Tombs, and It the girls go, after a 
little private talk. in a retired chamber. The culprits desired 
to say a few words in defence ; but to this the Alealde would 
by no means listen, saying that such a proceeding was against 
the custom of the city, and would endanger the peice and 
good order of society. Besides, he pithily observed, “ it is 
difficult to decide upon a case when you hear only one side ; 
how much greater is the difficulty, when you are puzzled by 
a contradictory statement !” 
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THe Britisnu Lion. 


A CASE OF CONSCIENCE. 

Upon reflection, we have concluded to withdraw the editors 
of the Sunday Mercury as our candidates for the premiums 
for the finest specimens of a boar and jackass. The bore is 
such a poor shoat, and tie donkey so stupid, that it would be 
actual robbery, if they should happen to take the prize. 


Jottings by the Way. 
Railway engineers must necessarily have a limited stock 
of courage, induced by the natural tendency of their occupa- 
tion, to make tracks. 


ILL-JUDGED. 


The administration has refused to appoint the Canadian 











hero, T'HomMas JerrersoN SurHERLAND, to a commission in | 


our army. 
army should have all kinds of people among it; and wants 


some one who is fully qualified to head it, on a retreat. 


NAAR RARAARDBRAAAAADBAAAA ANS AAO 


This is very wrong on the partof Mr. Pouk. An | 


Mexican Correspondence, 
Montethooma Hall, Mejico, Jan. 2d, 1848. 


Senor Dyon Donci— 

Agriabli tu promis ai rait tu inform yu zat gret ecsaitment 
privels in zi capit] ov Mejico, in consicuens of zi nyus having 
bin risivd zat aur frends in zi Ummericn Conggres hav pro. 
posd tu vvizdro yur trups tu zi istrn said ov zi Rio Grande, or 
Raio Grand! as ze col it. Bisaids zi gret indyostis ov zis, jt 
is evidnt zat aur supposd frends ar triting us vviz zi gretest 
trecheri ; for vvailst ze spik ov ze Rio Grande, ze conninolj 
forget tu ad del Norte, and not vvon ov zem givs zis rivver 
its rait nem, Rio Bravo (not bray-vo). And vvhai? Bicos 
vvat vvi no as Rio Grande runs into zi Pacific oshn at San 
Blas, and tu mec e triti giving yu aur territory tu its bancs 
vvud giv you 3-4zs ov Mejico. Is zis vvig virtu? No daut 
Senor Trist vvas veri vvilling tu tec zi * Rio Grande as a 
baundry.” 

Ai hav tu stet in concluzhn, zat if zis matr is not remidid, 
ai must tec zi patriotic risolvy tu dipraiv yu ov mai valyuab] 
assistns. 

Acsept, Senor, 
Mai distinguisht considreshn, 
DyoNnTLI SMIrTLI. 


PANEGYRICAL. 


All the mythological details that have come down to us, 
relative to Pan and his pipe, mention not a whit of the species 
of tobacco, whether Kanaster or otherwise, that he was accus- 


tomed to whiff. 





Advancement in Legislative Refinement. 


The Philadelphia Ledger publishes a summary of the 
Pennsylvania Legislature, by which it sagely appeareth, that 
that renowned body contains 44 farmers, 16 lawyers, 3 black- 
smiths, an admirable sprinkling of curriers, rope-makers, and 
tallow-chandlers, and, to complete the list, 2 gentlemen!” 
We scarcely know how to credit this statement, but we 
should feel more at ease, could we but satisfy ourselves that 
this extraordinary and flattering average would hold equally 
good of the present Congress. But hold! may it not be pos- 
sible, that the two honorable “ gentlemen,” so invidiously 
distinguished, crept in by mistake ? 


WEATHERING THE STORM. 


The loss of our only subscriber, last week. threw our pub- 
lisher into despair, and the editors into a quofidian ague, so 
that it was determined by the venerable Joun-ponKey to kick 
the newspapers to the devil (printers’, of course,) while he 
himself made up his mind to go to grass as soon as the spring 
opened. At the last moment, however, our publisher was re- 
stored to life by the voluntary return of the lost subscriber, 
bringing with him another man who promised to read the paper, 
and if he liked it, to subscribe. Thus doubly armed with 
these overwhelming evidences of the gratitude of his fellow- 
countrymen, JoHN-DONKEY gave a trumpet-like bray, kicked 
up his heels, erected his ears, and jogged on. 


A Proper Respect for the Fine Arts. 


The people of Philadelphia have such a regard for music, 
that they have every few days large bands of musicians, 
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parading the streets, numbering twenty or thirty performers | 


each. Ir 


n order to do them honor, these are generally escorted | 


by eight or ten volunteers in uniform—as a kind of guard, to | 


|| keep off the newsboys and negroes. 
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NO JOKE COLLEGE. 


Professor JoHN-DONKEY announces, that this institution is 
now open to the public, and in the full tide of successful ex- 
periment. Asa proof of the rapid advancement of pupils who 
are entered in this college, the Professor, from several thou- 
sands of testimonials, submits the following : 


1. Specimen by a scholar upon first entering the institution 
—Why woulda donkey turned sailor be like a certain aspirant 
to the Presidency? Because he would be an ass following 
the C. (C—ass.) _ 

2, Specimen by the same scholar after receiving six les- 
sons—** Do you know,” inquired q bon vivant of his right 
hand neighbor, the other evening, at a supper table, “ whether 
any one has ever analyzed champagne!” and he held the 
“sparkler” provokingly between his friend’s eye and the 
light. “ No,” replied the sentimental gentleman; * but I 
have often champagned Ann Euiza.” 


——$—$ LLLP 


The Professor refers for character as to honesty, amiability, 
&c. &c., to the editors of the Sunday Mercury, who are both 
under graduates of his establishment. 
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GENERAL TAYLOR’S OPINIONS. 


The politicians are in a terrible pucker to find out General 
‘ TayLor’s opinions. For once we will be merciful to these 
fellows, and enlighten their ignorance. General TayLor’s 
opinions, therefore, are—and we pray you, mark us well—that 
letter-writing politicians are a set of knaves, and that 
those who pay any attention to them are fools. We confess 
that the old veteran's opinions and ours are very much of the 
same stripe. 
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CLEAR AS MUD. 


It is said that the editor of the Sunday Mercury is troubled 
with water on the brain. If so, the man evidently writes 
with a gimlet. 


THE WHIG WAR. 


Nassau and Wall Street may now be said to be fairly by 
the ears, and the MepHIsTOPHELES of the Herald laughs while 
the combatants kick and squeal. If there are yet any people 
who are fond of fun—but we think we have eradicated that 
fatal vice from our beloved country—they must receive huge 
delight at witnessing this last evidence of the “old Whig 
spirit.” If our Whig friends were only as thoroughgoing in 
fighting the Democrats as they always are in cutting the 
throats one of another, Harry Ciay might perhaps at this 
moment have been entertaining ambassadors instead of making 
dismal speeches. 


— 





HOW CAN IT BE? 


_ The Philadelphia Bulletin says: “ A sincere, benevolent 
Quaker, outweighs all the Fourierites that ever lived.” We 
have never seen a Quaker, to be sure, but it strikes us, 
nevertheless, that the fabulous monster cannot be so heavy 
as to outweigh all the Fourierites that ever existed. Now, 
we know of about a thousand of these crazy associationists, 
who average at least a hundred weight each. Consequently, 
if we know all, and we do—that is, all we wish to know—the 
Quaker, of the Bulletin, outweighs fifty tons. It cannot be, 
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———— 


, Surely. There must be some mistake in the figures, We || 


; hope that our friend of the Bulletin will re-examine the data 
; Upon which he founds his position, and give us the results. 
, Again, we repeat, it cannot be, surely. 
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CONGRESSIONAL IMPERTINENCE. 


A few days ago, Mr. Joun Minor Borrs offered the fol- 
jowing resolution in the House: 

« Mr. Borrts asked leave to submit a resolution, which was read for 
information, requesting the President to communicate to the House, if 
not incompatible with the public interests, the specific objects for which 
— application, at the last session of Congress, for three millions 
of dollars.” 


And this, too, in the face and eyes of our solemn declara- 
tion that these very three millions had been asked for and 
obtained by the President, for us—yes, for the establishment 
of this very journal—as the avowed and responsible organ of 
the federal government. Dare Mr. Joun Minor Borrs— 
notwithstanding that he may have slept with a President— 
dare he insinuate that this was an unworthy or an improper 
object? If he does, we will have his ears cut off as short as 
horses’! It is lamentably and unfortunately true that we 
have not yet received any part of that three millions afore- 
said, and have been obliged to issue our own individual paper, 
at the rate of per week, to meet the exi- 
gences of the public. But this, we are sure, is no fault of 
Mr. Fouk, and we won’t hear him abused for it. If any body 
has a right to complain, it is ourself; and, now that Mr. 
Wacker has found himself seven millions richer than he 
thought, we hope he will take us into timely consideration. 


A NEW PHASE OF FEMALE DELICACY. 


There is no doubt that the French people—and especially 
the French ladies—outstrip all others in the way of delicacy 
and refinement. We have read a great many instances of 
this naked fact, but the following, from the Home Journal, is 
a touch beyond anything that has yet fallen under our obser- 
vation : 


“The occasion was one of great splendor. The house is furnished 
and decorated with unprecedented luxury, and the dresses of the ladies 
in the audience were worthy of the house. Most conspicuous, in one 
of the proscenium boxes, was Madame Prapuier, wife of the cele- 
brated sculptor. A more brilliant beauty, by the light.or gas, or a more 
exquisitely dressed woman, is impossible. She sat all the evening 
with an enameled comb in her hand, threading it through the magnifi- 
cent locks of her blonde hair—‘ vrais cheveux de lionne, fauves et dorés.’ 
(This, parenthesises the erudite Mr. Wit.its, is the lady, the exact por- 
trait of whose whole person is one of the most popular works of her 
husband, PRaADHIER—a small statuette of a woman of exquisite beauty, 
raising her chemise over her head. We saw a copy of it in New York 
a day or two since, and hardly think there is in the world a more ex- 
quisite nude figure.)” 

After this, Madame Prapuier can take our hat—and the 
model artists may go hang themselves, or get married. We 
are really delighted to hear that se modest and sensible a 
woman should have a “copy” in New York. We suppose 
from the puff, that it must have been plaster of Paris. 





A FINE FIELD FOR THE IMAGINATION. 


Mr. Power has received an order from the legislature of 
Vermont for a statue of ErHan ALLEN, to be placed in the 
capitol at Montpelier; but, as there are no portraits of the 
bluff old Vermonter extant, the artist has been instructed to 
chisel entirely from his own imagination, and the legislative 
committee have actually sent over a carte blanche for him to 
'send the statue home in. Here is a fine field for the imagi- 
‘nation! and as we take great interest in the progress of the 
| fine arts, we are anxious that Mr. Power shall not chisel 
‘our extremely verdant legislators as well as the statue. We 
therefore suggest that the sturdy pioneer should be taken in 
| the act of endeavoring to swallow ‘them capers”’—an incident 


| a > ome 
| with which every one is familiar. We assure Mr. Power 
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| that he will find no difficulty in cutting the capers. 
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THE BARGAIN. 


The Devil once at Washington, a cruise of pleasure went on, 

And strutted down the Avenue, with Cray, CaLuoun, and 
BENTON. 

Says Hat to Jack—*“ Let’s be as one, and form a coalition, 

To blind the people and to send the country to perdition.” 


Tom Benton said—“I[ like the scheme, for we are party 


leaders, 

The Devil and Cray, Catuoun and I, a nest of humbug- 
breeders. 

We'll set our power combined at work, our enemies to 
level,” 


“ Agreed!” says Cray; *‘ Yes!” says CaLHoun; and 
“ Ditto!” says the Devil. 


But while these mighty four at work, concocted plans so slily, 

To crush the honor of our flag, and treat our soldiers vilely, 

A noise came sounding o'er the land, that wakened up their 
wonder ; 

The people rising in their might, a noise outsounding thunder. 


But not a moment stood the four, to meet the fate they’d 
courted, 

Among the missing rather they than dead men be reported— 

Catnown slid down within his boots; Tom Benton frowned 
his eyes out ; 

The two old Harries sloped below, and there had their sur- 
prise out. 


Oh, ne’er these four again shall come, all people to astonish, 

Their fate a serious warning stands all sinners to admonish. 

And none with sense will strive to thwart the present gene- 
ration, 

Whose very women are aroused for arms and annexation. 


SPEED AND CERTAINTY. 


Whether the fault lies in our Postmaster or in Cave Joun- 
SON, we cannot tell, but somehow or other we manage to re- 
ceive about one copy monthly, of each of our exchanges. If 
our country friends receive us as irregularly, they :nust have 
that good time that Horace Greecey talks about. 





Wanted. 


An editor for a religious paper, in the southwest. He 
must be an uncompromising Methodist, and a good shot. One 
who has no objection to a friendly game of poker, preferred. 


BAD IN EITHER CASE. 

Mr. Poe, who used to flourish in this city, is announced to 
deliver a lecture on the * Universe.” at the N. Y. Society 
Library. Some of our friends say that they hope he will not 
disappoint his auditors, as he did once before. We suspect he 
will, whether he delivers his lecture or not. 


LAUDABLE HUMANITY. 


In accordance with the philanthropic spirit of the ave, we 
learn that orders have been given to supply our army in 
Mexico with extra rations of chloroform, for the purpose of 
permitting the Mexicans, in future battles, to inhale it 
before being cut to pieces. A large quantity is also to be 
administered to the Mexican government (whevever it can be 
found). previous to signing the treaty ceding the whole coun- 
try to the United States. In this manner the government 
will feel no pain at the operation, while the Mexican people 
we are certain, will be delighted. 
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PROSPECTUS 


OF THE 


PICTORIAL JOHN-DONKEYy. 





The proprietors of the John-donkey intend to present their 
regular subscriber with a new pictorial sheet, upon the great 
anniversary of Donkeydom, 


THE FIRST OF APRIL, 


This pictorial sheet shall be still more stupid and silly, if 
possible, than the usual weekly sheet, and will contain a col. 
lection of the most miserable wood cuts, engraved with a 
hatchet and meat-axe, by 

JOHN SMITH, Senior, 
after abominably bad designs, by 
JOHN SMLTH, Junior. 
The chief ornament and 
GREAT FEATURE 
of the publication will be the presentation of a splendid 
PORTRAIT OF THE EDITORS, 
This magnificent engraving, got up originally at the cost 


of 
ONE DOLLAR AND FIFTY CENTS! 


after having been used to represent 


The Three Swiss Brothers, 


The Babes in the Wood and their Unele, 
LAFITTE AND HIS LIEUTENANTS, 
AND 
A Trio in the Grand Opera, 
is now brought forward as a splendid effort of American art, 
to astonish the world in general, and the community in par- 
ticular. 

To enumerate one half of the wonderful articles and engra- 
vings which are not to be in this sheet, would tire the pa- 
tience of the public—consequently we intend to say no more 
about it. All persons who wish to be safely inoculated with 
stupidity, and have a good time, haye only to send us word, 
and buy a sufficient number of copies; one, under ordinary 


circumstances, will be found a dose. 

Single copies, Six Cents—Twenty copies for One Dollar. 
Newsmen and others, will address their orders, as early as 
possible, to 

GEORGE DEXTER, 
No. 32 Ann Street, City of New York. 
Or to 
G. B. ZIEBER & Co., 
No. 141 Chestnut Street, City of Philadelphia. 


(tre For further particulars sce small bil’s..£>) 
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